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survived. But I found that not only the name
but the village atmosphere survived. There it
was, still a village, and with all the "points" I
had known thirty years ago. No trams, no buses,
no movies ;but red-roofed cottages, front gardens,
church, a pent-house shop or two, and a few
Georgian mansions. And not far from it an old
toll-gate, still taking toll of vehicles. Just a
village, as mellow and picturesque as one would
find in the rural distances of Surrey or Kent;
and ten minutes from Victoria. Yet a near
neighbour, Streatham, has so changed in the
same period that scarcely any of its topographical
points could be identified by one of its returning
sons.
After my Dulwich experience I had the con-
trary experience at Eltham. I had last seen
Dulwich thirty years ago, and found it the same.
I had last seen Eltham only twenty years ago,
and I could not find it. In my time London had
not reached it. London then ended at Lee
Green, and one got to Eltham and Well Hall
either along hedge-bordered roads or across corn
fields. On this visit I was aware that we had
passed Lewisham, but was not aware when we
had passed* Lee Green. We were still on tram
lijies and among houses. I was waiting for Lee
Green. Then my friend who was driving me
stopped at a cross-roads amid a cluster of shops,
and said This was Eltham. I told him he must